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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE SOUL OF SUMMER 

Incessant chatter of blackbirds over the flags, 
Sinuous falls of the swallows and sudden turns, 
Short flights, preoccupied, of the robin mothers — 
This is the living summer, this is summer. 

The fine dust drifts in the torpid air, sluggish — 
A faint-blue shadow veil hung before green, 
A dry hush on the grass stalks, on the corn stalks — 
Lazy dust-drift of the heavy summer. 

This is summer fulfilled, this is the summer 

Of waiting wings, still wings in passionate tremor. 

This is the summer when torpor blossoms to storms 

And throbbing wings burst out to the height of the wind. 

I too know the summer, I know the summer 

Of light poured on the soft white of her neck; 

I know the hair that flashed in the summer sun. 

I know the summer whose laughter pierced my heart. 

MARY, MARY, MY LOVE 

Why are you trembling so, 
Mary, Mary, my love? 
Why are your hands so cold, 
Your hands that burn my lips? 

And the night is throbbing with us, 
Mary, Mary, my love ; 
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